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Bocognano1, to whom, m virtue of the seventh codicil of the Emperor's will, dated April 25, i8ai, a sum of twenty thousand francs had been bequeathed. At this extraordinary scrutiny no less than eighty witnesses were examined. What lies must have been told ' The story which the Court decided to believe may, perhaps, be a tissue of inaccuracies, but since it is the best we have, there is no option but to follow it1
Once away, he must have crossed a little garden slope, jumped the brook at the bottom, and then mn for his life uphill for three or four hundred yards Whether he had to climb the two stone walls which at present cross the line of his refaeat I cannot say, but that the slope was then, as now, sprinkled with chestnut trees is more than probable and that shots were exchanged before the fugitives crossed the ridge I learn from the lips of an old peasant who showed me the ground Once over the crest the fugitives imist have dashed down the old road which twists and twists till it meets the point where the grand new carriage road, after taking a lower and more leisurely circuit, now crosses the deep gorge of the Gravona by a solid and respectable badge. If you pass over the river by the bridge, and climb the hedge on the other side, you will Light upon a little path which leads down to the stepping-stones. Pursue that path, for there is none more delicious. The gorge is cool, steep, and narrow, clothed with solemn ilex and dark arbutus and silvery erica, and, at the bottom, there is a stream of clear and swift waters, with deep pools and tiny waterfalls and great slabs and blocks of granite strewn about its course. It is over these stones that Lieutenant Bonaparte must have passed, but if the stream were as full on that May evening as it was when I saw it, he did not pass dry-shod
A few miles down the valley, and in another recess gf the mountain barrier, stands the little village of Tavera. The black goats were browsing on the sunny green pastures, the stream was rustling merrily down to the fuller waters of the Gravona, and the white plaster and russet tiles of the
* See Marcaggi, La Gents* (U NapoUoti^ whose account of this incident seems to me preferable to that given by Chuquet